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RS of L O V. B&-- - 


IN FOUR | 


ELEGIES: 


NIGHT, ] \NOON, | 


8 MORNING, J LEVENING *- 


By a STUDENT of the Midale Temple. 5 
Res eft ſoliciti plena Timoris Amor. Ov1v. | 


Written in the Ys a x MDCCLII. OY 


LOND ON: 


. 


by JohN HART; and fold by M. Co or ER, 
the Globe in Pater-nofter-Row. : 


- 
- 
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(Price One Shilling, ) 


Mo Kim. © 13> res 
— — - — 2 
TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 
Counteſs of COVENTRY. 


MADAM, x | 


4 


greſs of an unhappy Paſſion, through the 
circling Periods of a fingle Day, beg Leave 


to ſhelter themſelves under your Ladyſhip's Name, 


from the rude Hands, and unfeeling Hearts of mer- 
cileſs Critics. Love i is a Being of too delicate a Con- 
ſtitution to be roughly treated, and here it doubts 
not to reſt ſecure from their Attacks, within the 
Privilege of that Sanctuary, which even Critics muſt 
approach with Reverence. „ 
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HE following Elegies, which paint the Pro- 
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4 Te DEDICATION. 


But your Ladiſhip's Protection was not the ſole 
Motive that induced me to this Addreſs. I had a 
more politic Defign in View. I knew rat-Ftewr 
is a Kind of Writing which ſhould not be cooly 
read; and I could think of no ſurer Method of in- 
flaming the Imagination of my Readers with that 
gentle Enthuſiaſm, neceſſary to a ee Peruſal of 
theſe Poems, than by, previouſſy by calling; to their 
Remembrance the Idea of the nteſs of C O- 
FENTRY. The D L IA of. a Poems. 18. not 
ſufikiently known, for 1 ls Purpoſe; and, I dhe 
were, in Spight of the ſtrongeſt Partiality that Love 
can infpxe, I muſt confefs, your Ladiſhip is far be- 
yond her; nor will ſhe condemn me for this Ac- 
knowledgment, which powerful Truth extorted from 
me; for I never knew any Woman who was not 
content to be thought ſecond to your Ladiſhip in 
Beauty, which is but the fall conliderable of | your 
perfections. 8 

I had alſo another Reaſon . 3 Jour 
Ladiſhip to this Trouble; IJ hate Flattery, ang at 
the ſame Time am convinced how difficult it is ta 
avoid it upon theſe. Occaſions ; - I therefore. pit tched 
upon your Ladiſhi p as the only Perſon in the World, 
perhaps, whom, 1t 1s impoſlible. to Pater, 1 'o that, 
by Means of my judicious Choice alone, this Dedi- 
cation muſt be allowed that Merit, to which | all 


others have, in vain, pretended, I mean Sincerity. 
For, 


Te DEDICATION. 5 


For, if I ſhould beſtow upon your Ladyſhip the moſt 
extravagant Praiſe (with which it is not at all my 
Intention to offend your Ears) who is there that 
would think I ſaid too much? Poſterity indeed 
might juſtly think I flattered, but it is becauſe the 
Painters of the preſent Age, with reſpect to your 
Ladyſhip, ſeem rather more averſe to Flattery, than 
I am; but principally, becauſe Poſterity can never 
ee the preſent an of CO#F EMTET: 


only wiſh it were as if to — your Talk 
thip, as all the World befides, that what I fay is 
Truth; I hope I ſhall, at n ih Credit when 

1 tay 
I am your Ladyſbip' 2 


Ln devoted, > hh 


Moſt obedient, and 


Very humble Servant, 


The Author. 


Advertiſement. 


"HE Author of the following Lines, Javing dwelt with 
Pleaſure on the Writings of ſeveral of our moſt eminent 
Poets, and having, from a very early Acquaintance, their 
Thoughts almoſt inſeperably blended with his own, without any 
Deſign of Imitation, inſenſibly feli, not only into their Way of 
thinking, but ſometimes into their very Manner of Expreſſion, in 
ſome Paſſages of the following Elegies. 


Thus much he thought incumbent upon him to acknowledge to 
the Public ; and further, he muſt confeſs, if theſe Elegies have 
any Merit, in their Sentiment, Conduct or Simplicity, that it is 
entirely owing (next to the Beauty that inſpired them) to the Taſte 
he acquired in ſtudying Mr. Hammond's elegant Compoſitions of 
this Kind; and if this Publication ſhall at any Time occaſion the 
Author's Name to be mentioned in Company with that. Gentle- 


man's, he will attain the higheſt Honour, to which, as a Writer, 
his Ambition would aſpire. 


N L. G. H. T. 


The FI tk k.6.0X 


OW Cynthia ſhone ſerene with Silver Light, 
And Silence reign'd ſole Monarch of the N icht; oy 
Now ſcarce a Zephyr fan'd the placid = 
But all was huſh'd, — ſave Philomel and I. : 


Sweet, tuneful Bird, who ſhun'lt the Noiſe of Day, 
Darkling to chaunt thy melancholy Lay, 
If it be Love that makes thee loath Repoſe, 
Then let me mingle ſympathetic Woes. = 


But if thy Love, regardleſs of thy Pain, 
Still hears thee ſing, and hears thee ſing in vain; 
How ſhall my ruder Voice e er Hope to move, 
Or charm my gentle Delia into Love? 


Here let me Nightly wander in the Grove, 
To court th' Idea of my abſent Love, 
With Fancy's Eye, to gaze upon her Charms, 
And preſs the lovely Phantom to my Arms. 


<<?) 


Bring, bring my Dehia's Image to my Mind, 
And for a Moment let me think her kind : 
Oh ! *tis in vain — Imagination dies, 

The fancy'd Delia, like the real, flies. 


Oh! I am ſick, gppreſs'd with tender Grief, 
Bring, gentle Love, oh | bring me ſoft Relief; 
Quick, on the Wings of Expectation, fly, 

Oh! help Wy Vot' Do help me or I die. 


The Night's far ſpent, and ſoon a Morn ſhall riſe, 
Come, gentle. Sleep, and ſeal theſe weeping Eyes; "A 
Thou Balm of Nature, fink into my Breaſt, 1 
Shut ev'ry Senſe — Q lull my Soul to Reſt! | 


In ſoft 8 the gentle Delia's laid, 
Sweet be the Slumbers of the ſleeping Maid, 
Let no rude Thought the peaceful Charm deſtroy, 
But let her Dream of Love, and Dream of Joy. 


Let ſome bright Viſion then my Form aſſume, 
With Charms deluſive and Ethereal Bloom; 
Then let the Phantom kneel before the Fair, 
And tell her how I love, and how deſpair. 


For oh! I think, could gentle Delia know 
But half my Paſſion, or but half my Woe, 
| She'd ſurely pity, tho ſhe d not approve, 
And tender Pity is a-kin to Love. 
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MOR NI N G. 
The SECOND ELE Gx. 


ISH'D Morn is-come — a chearful Ray of Light 
| W Peeps thro the ſable Curtains of the Night; 
And now I hear the tow'ring Lark, on : high, 


Chaunt his glad Mattins thro' the vocal Sky. 


Sleepleſs I've toſs d the wilkovs: Night- away, 
And wiſh'd, impatient, for. the tardy Day ; 
What now avails the chearful Dawn of Light? 
Wrapt in Deſpair, with me 'tis endleſs Night. 


All Nature ſeems refreſh'd; muſt only Love 
No kind Repoſe, no Intermiſhon prove? 
E'en painful Care is ſometimes lull'd to Sleep; 
Muſt Love alone eternal Vigils keep ? rent 

At Delia's Window I'll my. Station take, 
And fing of Love, till gentle Delia wake; 


In ſofteſt Strain, her Slumbers T'll remove, 
And ſhe ſhall wake to Muſic and to Love. 
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O1 for Tibullus Wakes "Ip W Lys 
To kindle Rapture, and excite Defire} oo 


Then ſhould ſhe melt at ev'ry tender Strain, 


And her Heart figh with ſympathetic Pain, 


This is her Window 1 Delia riſe, 
O lovely Maid, unveil thy radiant Eyes; 


With one ſoft Smile, chaſe dark Deſpair away, 


Alriſe, my Delia, ſmile and make it Day. 


She hears me not +— regardleſs of my Pain, 
Or, if the hears, ſhe hears with cold Diſdain. 
On this bare Earth for ever let me lie, 
Here let me languiſh, here deſpair and die. 


But hark, a Noiſe ! — and now the Window opes ! 


Tis Delia's Self tis She by all my Hopes! 
Soft gracious Smiles, 0'er ev'ry Feature play, 
Bright a as the Radiance of the _ Day. 


Hail! beauteous' Nya i in native iis: array'd, 
Thou need'ſt from gawdy Dreſs no botrow'd Aid; 


How ſweet that looſe Attire, that careleſs Air, 


In artleſs Negligence, divinely fair ! 


Come, come, my Fair, together let us ftray, 


And taſte the Fragrance. of the early Day. 


So ſhall young Health, the tofy Child of Morn, 
With all his Mother's Bloom thy Cheek adorn. 


(nu) 


Look, look, abroad, behold tis Break of Day; 
| See, on yon Lawn, the tender Lambkins play; 
Now ev'ry Linnet ſings in ev'ry Grove, 

And laughing Nature charms the Soul to Love, 


She ſmiles Aſſent — deſcend, celeſtial Maid, 
Come to my Arms, my Love, be not afraid. 
Thus let me preſs my kind, conſenting Fair — 
Starting I woke, — She vaniſh'd into Air! 


Oh | 'twas a flatt'ring Dream; too ſoon I found; 
Stretch'd at her Door I ſlept upon the Ground, | 
Where Delia's Form my buſy Fancy drew, 

Deck'd her in Smiles, then thought the Viſion true. 


Thus let me ſleep, oh! thus for ever dream, 
Such heart-felt Extaſies, muſt more than ſeem; . © 
Then, like Endymion, bleſt inraptur'd Boy! 
III lie intranc'd in everlaſting Joy! 


N O O N 


The THIRD ELEGy. 
OW Phebus vertically ſhoots his Rays 

With all the Fervor of his Noon-tide Blaze; 
Now let me ſeek ſome ſolitary Grove, 

To give a Looſe to Fancy and to Love. 


In what bolt s Scene is 8 Delia laid 
Which is, at Noon, my Delia s fav rite Shade ? 
Oft in fair Richmond's interwoven Bowers, 
Lonely, ſhe loiters out the ſultry Hours, 


Does ſhe to Merlir's * awful Cave retire, 

To feaſt her Fancy with poetic Fire ? 

Or to the Hermitage, + romantic Vault 
Where learned Buſts adorn the claſſic Grot ? 


— 
2 


* Merlin's Cave in Richmond Gardens, where there is a Collection of Engl 
Claſſics, | to which Mr. Por E alludes in this Line: 


Ev'n Merlin's Cave is half unfurniſbd yet. 


+ The Hermitage is a Grotto in the ſame Gardens, in which * the Buſts 
of ſeveral Learned Men. 


8 1 : Oh! 


. - 


Oh! let me find the beauteous Maid alone, 
And, at her Feet, pour out my artleſs Moan; 
No longer will I pine, in dumb Deſpair, 
Perhaps my Delia is as kind as fair. 


Let the ſoft Influence of th'inchanting Scene, 
The mazy Thickets, Walks for ever green, 
The flow'ry Lawn, the Light excluding Grove, 
Incline her to the melting Voice of Love. 


But hark, there's Muſic | — tis my Delia's Voice, 


My Delia Tings, let all the Grove rejoice ! 
Huſh ev'ry Breeze, let not an Aſpin move, 
Let all be filent, Delia ſings of Love. 


Sweet Maid, let me not interrupt yr Song, 
Let the ſoft Notes ſtill warble on thy Tongue; | 
And yet it is too much, at once, to wound _ 
Our Eyes with Beauty, and our Ears wick Sound. 


Start not, my Delia, here's no Danger near, 
Thy Beauty guards thee — baniſh ev ry Fear; 
Een Love himſelf, the Tyrant of my Heart, 
Awes with Reſpect, and takes fair Beauty's Part. 


Long have thy Charms depriv'd my Soul of Reſt, 
Long has th' Infection rankled in my Breaſt ; 


To ſpeak my tender Sorrow oft I've try d, 
As oft my Tongue the tender Taſk deny d. 


D 


Oh! 


a 
* 5 4 


(14) 


Oh! hear me, gentle Delia, hear me now, 
Incline propitious | to my love-ſick Vow: | 
80 may thy Charms no fading Changes prove, . 
5 But bloom for ever, conſtant as s my. Love, | 


Tho' unadorn'd with Titles, or. with Paw W's 
Tho' Fortune ſmil d not on my natal Hour, 
Yet I've a Heart that $ rich in fond Deſire, 

And * 1 glows with more chan vulgar Fire. 


Baut, if tis Wealth, alone thy Love can draw, 

I'll dig for Treafure in the Mines of Law; 1 
Pierce the dull Gloom of Coke's pedantic Lore, 5 5 
And, from his Droſs, extract the pureſt, C Qre. „ 


Wa ſhall Delia hear my Praiſes rung, 
What flowing Periods trickle from my Tongue | 
Inſpir d by Thee, and Love's ſuperior Aid, 


Like Coke, T'Y counſel, and, ike 752 ully, lead. 


_ PE Unpleaſing thus, I'll drudge away my Youth, 
BM : Far from the Paths. of Science and of Truth ; 

1 Wage endleſs Battles at the noiſy Bar, 

To deck thee with che Spoils of Civil Wa. 


For me — if twere not to inrich my Fair, 2 


I'd wiſh to ſhun the buſting Noiſe of Care, 


ot 


* 1 
* * 


* The Au r non is deſigned for the Profeſſion of the Bar. 


1 * 


| (14) (i | 1 Far, 


(is) 


Far, in the Centre of ſome peaceful Grove, f TO 
Retir'd, to | dwell with Delia and with Love. 


Then ſhould we 17 on pure extatic Bliſs, | 
Exchanging Souls at | 6 0 
Wrapt in Delight, my Delis then ſhould p Wa 
How poor all Grandeur is, compar'd to Love. 

Ah! do not go = my gentle Bekia flayy = 


You'll ſcorch your n in the Blaze of Day; 
The Sun now Tages in his higheſt N dn „ on * 


VIO! 
And 'tis * Ee B24; fo = 1.03: 111 E 


* 


But if we muſt — — . * one 1 Le, 
Shall we, my fair, meet — again at Eve? 
Oh there's celeſtial Muſic in that Tes! wn; bib 8 
Thus let me ſeal the Promiſe of. ＋ my Bis. br | 2 4 
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* T. H. E L E x. 
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OW mild the Evening, how ſerene the Sky | 
With ſtreaky purple ting d, ethereal Dye 
Calm Stillneſs rules, no Zephyr ſeems to move, 

And the ſoſt Hour invites the Soul to Love. 


* 


The wdicns Minute now approaches near, | 
When Delia promis d ſhe would meet me here: : 
And now, to feaſt my Delia in this Bow'r, 

I've gather d ev'ry Fruit and ev'ry Flow'r. 


The velvet Peach, the Plumb's unſully'd Blue, 
Emblem of untouch'd- Beauty's virgin Hue; 
The Pine's rich Fruit, leſs Nature's Child to Art's, 
And Cherries — that reſemble bleeding Hearts, 
+ To form a Couch, theſe Roſes here I'll flrow, 
With theſe III weave a Garland for her Brow ; 
With Flora's Gifts, fantaſtic dreſs her Hair, 
Then gaze with Wonder on the ſmiling Fair! 


Then will 1 preſs her little Hand in mine, 


While ſhe, with bluſhing Innocence divine, 
And ſoft Reluctance, ſhall my Hand controul, 
T'll pour out all the Rapture of my Soul. 


Grown bold in Love; tranſported with my-Bliſs, 
On her ripe Lips FIl print a living Kiſs, 


Whoſe warm Impreſſion fondly. ſhall impart 


And ſend the ſoft” Infection to her Heart. 


Love's Fire ſhall flaſh around her as I gaze, 


= 


And Delia's Eye ſhall / kindle in the Blaze; 


Thro' ev'ry Vein ſhall flame the young Delire, 


* 
PR” 


Like ſubtil Magic of Electric Fire. 


TI run to ee eh 


That, gently breathing, fan 


And yet the Time's elaps'd — why this 4 89 
And now the ſetting Sun has clos'd the Day. 

Tm climb the lofty Summit of this Tree, 
Haply from thence m D I may 
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; Fe. Wa” 


I knew ſheiwauld not come —— deceitful Maid! 
5 How ſoon her Smiles my eaſy Faith betray di! 
=_— Who'd think that Delia falſely thus could do?  ,, 


. Vet, as a Woman, who could think her true? 


0 - 


"= Who knows but now, 'moſt laviſh of her or | 
10 Looſely ſhe wantons in fee A e bn 
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= La Riots in Bliſs, and urfeits wich — big! i ali] 


1 Diſtracting Thosgüt! . Phrenzy ! "tis Deſpair! | = 4 
5 | ; I'll fly as © | 0 t | 7 4 . Zane = rt br | 
= Her and her Paramdit TH 10 to u 17 e T 4 


* 2 


1 Vet ay my Heaft]! whence this tumult'ous * 10 
8 © My. Delia's wrong'd —<The's Innocence indeed; 91 


gbe's chaſte, [hes Gircueus, as the veltal Flame, { 


"Tis I am wittchelllſhes'h pole; Name.“ vi e rt "Ml 


, : | MW 
| VI aid yd — þ e = cn T $117 54 La 
* 211} beols gil 5:2 SI 95:3 wort A 
51T 263 10 i yatol 21 Gmila 1 
'F I V u 9929011 ron RY 


i — — 1 x 5 * Z 3 
; NS 
1 e It 


: - 
„ 


